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for those who think with their hands 


Bodily contours and morphology are not 
merely implicated in an irreducible tension 
between the psychic and the material but 
are that tension. 


— Judith Butler, Bodies That Matter 


The practice of writing, at fifty-five 
hundred years old, cannot compare in age 
to the advent of weaving, dating as far back 
as twenty-five thousand years.' The pattern 
of sentences striping the page borrows 
from the structure of loom weaving, either 
along the weft line (as it is here) or along 
the warp line (some Japanese, Chinese, 
and Korean writing styles). The first texts 
exploring the values of ancient cultures, 
and the orientation of humans in relation 
to the environment, were woven. The word 
text invokes the Latin verb texere, which 
means to weave. 


1 Kathryn Sullivan Kruger, Weaving the Word: The 
Metaphorics of Weaving and Female Textual 
Production (Selinsgrove: Susquehanna University 
Press, 2002), 12. 


Feelings for clients can sometimes become 
overwhelming. $@&!3, when I 


censor my desire for contact 
with you, I choke on letters I want 
to send but would not be 
reciprocated because you cannot 
find your words. They've gone 
granular—dispersed in a serial 


erosion of intimacies from your life. In 
early stages, this pressure of 
unspoken want on my airway excites—drills 
the bedrock of my belly into 
my headwaters and I crave it. I crave the 
feeling of being penetrated by 
my own unuttered desires from the inside. 
I crave the shape of each silent word 
for the client I need punching 
down into the bloody dark from 
the soft opening of my mouth where 
my tongue is quiet. If your cunt cannot 
receive me this evening, I can still 
feel satisfied by the swell of longing 
unspoken before afternoon 
train connections, while plating 
the toast... 
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Indira Allegra 

thank you for letting me know - and for your openness to 
learning about what | desire - for now | will say that | would like 
to explore a more regular dating relationship when | get back - 
but respect the assessment of what you have time for in your 
life. That's real. 


i feel slightly out on open water as i am usually the one who 
has zero time for anything but occasional dates with folks 


usually i see my loves once a month if i am lucky 


i appreciate that. thank you for sharing dear. i am very much in 
that place of feeling like i have little time/capacity but wanting to 
have more and wanting to figure out what that would look like 
for me (ie- reprioritizing things). 

the once per month life is real 


Indira Allegra 
yeah it is super real 


The body of my floor loom is designed for 
tension. To weave weft and warp together, 
warp threads must be held taut, able to 
raise wide enough for me to slip my weft 
threads through by hand. The square frame 
of the loom’s body is crafted from wood, 
sanded smooth and thinly sealed with clear 
polish. Its breast beam faces my torso and 
holds my warp threads in position at the 
fore of the loom. The warp is held under 
tension by a hand-cranked gear that pulls 
the new woven cloth down and around a 
beam just above my knees. 
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Across from me, I can see the back beam, 
over which my warp has been wound with 
the help of a second wooden gear. Each 
of the threads have passed through a 
nexus of string heddles suspended midair 
between my loom’s four heavy harnesses. 
The posture of each harness changes, 
responding to the press of my weight into 
the treadles; the resulting interplay is a 
sliding of threads past one another, raising 
and lowering in position between the breast 
beam and beater for my shuttle to pass 
through hundreds of times. My desire to 
weave is an orientation device, repeatedly 
centralizing the loom, causing me to lean 
into it. To reach for the loom, my arm 
becomes the gesture through which “I am 
toward the other”? If sexuality is located 
in “the join between desire and the body, 
then weaving has the potential to be a 
sexual site—a site where my posture can 
indeed be shaped by the affective animacy 
of the loom when it touches back. 


2 Gayle Salamon, Assuming a Body: Transgender 
and Rhetorics of Materiality (New York: Columbia 
University Press), 53-54. 

3 Salamon, Assuming a Body, 51. 


UN wn 0 v ner 1 


} 


20 


22 


Speak fiber 

speak fiber desire 

tangle constituencies 

until new relations slip knot 
then split knots 

into context clips I felt beat. 
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EA 

mmm, hey, i would love to see you again and i'm up for 
making my way to wherever that femmemagic 15 taking 
me (within the european 'borders' tho) what would be 
best for you? 


Indira Allegra 

ah! eager i see. very good. i have my own apartment in 
berlin and am available to instruct you in the fine arts 
8th-14th and/or last week of Sept. i expect to see you in 
session soon. 


EA 

yes eager to obey and of course disobey madame! eager 
for that gorgeous body of yours... i will do my utter best 
to make my way over soon! 


Indira Allegra 
excellent 
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Using a queer phenomenological 1605, my 
repeated and intimate contact with the 
loom could compose new texts exceeding 
the textile to include my own sexuality. 
Like Hammond, I too “experience craft as 
a gesture of physical gratification, motored 
by bodily desires and pleasures.”* The 
touch of my hand on the loom becomes a 
surrogate for my dexterities as both an artist 
and a queer person. And yet, from a queer 
perspective, Imust decouple the experience 
of sexual pleasure from exclusively genital 
references in order to increase possibilities 
for “inanimate affections.”? 


4 Julia Bryan-Wilson, “Queerly Made: Harmony 
Hammond's Floorpieces," The Journal of Modern 
Craft 2, no. 1 (2009): 73. 

5 Kissing / feeling / come / easy / fingers / feather 
/ into / leaves / soak / down / sun / et / 7 
your / face / smiles / leap out / orange / grasses 
/ eyelashes / thin / roots / or sweet / serotonin 
flowers 
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I relish the “touching back” of the loom 
with the groan of its squeaking beater, 
the shift of the loom’s postures—threads 
raised or lowered in the harnesses, its back 
beam firmly secured or released to expose 
the softness of threads slipped through 
string heddles. I approach the loom then, 
with a predisposition to being marked—a 
quality of impressionability that might 
allow my identity to be written upon, or 
affected, by an animate loom. Each time 
I approach the loom, this expectation for 
intimacy accumulates in my body, such that 
my visual and manual dexterities increase: 
“I am suddenly spread out as a sensing 
subject, located both in my body and that 
toward which my body bends.”® 


6 Sara Ahmed, Queer Phenomenology: Orientations, 
Objects, Others (Durham: Duke University Press, 
2006), 54. 
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that is why i know in order to 
continue moving forward i have to 
become more fluent in recognizing 
and trusting happiness 10:37 Y 


i know when i feel moved, i know 
when i feel excited 10:38 Y 


Yes, that makes a lot of sense. In you 
and also in other people. 


yes 10:38 Y 


Does happiness seem trite to you? 
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I spent three hours working on this head wound 
Kathy beams blackened teeth 

I think the brain looks really good 

she grips the handle of the knife 

glued to her temple 

in line with a serrated edge erupting 
through the side of her head 

a filthy start to a Halloween weekend 
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Does it look straight? 

my coworker dips her bloodied face 
into the mouth of a cranberry vodka 
when she emerges 

the tip of the plastic blade 

catches my sweater 

I’m still dressed for work at the shelter 
where we both handle intakes 

for women on the run 
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Rick was never any fun 

she tilts her chin back 

to catch what is welling up in her throat 
he’d never let me out this late 
across her neck is a slash 
crossed with seven vertical lines 
Frankenstein stitches 

or tick marks 

remembering the number 

of tries 

she needed to leave him 

before the prints 

from his hands 

could fade from her neck 
completely 
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she slips the bartender a smile 

his biceps shaking 

pisco sours 

for a french maid and a catwoman 
at the end of the bar 

their latex shining 

he is taking a damp rag to catwoman’s chest 
where she has spilled some foam 
Kathy frowns 

cracks her face paint 

at the sober tonic I am cradling 
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What are you supposed to be? 
perhaps more carefree 

at parties 

more eager to play 

in plastic horror 

but I can only imagine 

the fetus she dropped 

that severed thumb 

the last time Rick enforced 
her evening curfew 
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You grow up religious or something? 
she slips a finger 

beneath her bra strap 

checking the level of her breasts 
in the mirror against the shelf 

of Absolut bottles backlit in neon 
casting a pall of blue light 

across the empty stripe 

of her ring finger 
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it glows brighter than the threadbare 
bandage she’s wrapped 

around the blade 

to keep it from falling 

she grips my shoulder 

stammering 


God 
who wants to fuck 
a head wound?" 


7 Blue October 
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I am on earth 
you are 
red milk 
leaked 
across 
galaxies 
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1 am watching 
your death 
from a moving platform 
you are in 
retrograde 
traveling backward 
against the 
backdrop of the sky 
my axis is tilted with 
Why am I punished? 
the sun commanding my orbit 
into endless anniversaries 
of your passing 
through. 
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You are a star 
a luminous® sphere of 
You were my mother. 
embraced by gravity 
anchored in 


darkness. 


8 Miscarriage 
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I challenged myself to record moments of 
hopethatthisarchivemighthold me accountable 
I felt pleasured, comfortable, excited, or my 
that happiness could be achieved this easily. If 
it seems to me that the face of happiness masks 
land, or people—perhaps even oneself. If 
it. I feel I know the deepest truth about it. And 
pleasure even. 


happiness to practice recognizing it with the 
in some way. I could recall moments wherein 
mind stimulated, but it is difficult to believe 
comfort or excitement are forms of happiness 
other factors—a lurking exploitation of labor, 
something is painful though, I trust the face of 
yet in that knowing, there is a satisfaction...a 
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Over time, the threading of the heddles 
becomes smoother and more satisfying, 
the creaking voice the loom tells me about 
the tension of my warp. Intimacy with the 
loom shapes my posture, causing me to 
lean toward it, to bow slightly at the waist 
toward the breast beam when weaving, or 
toward the harnesses when threading the 
warp through. My wrists become nimble, 
sensitive to the pressure needed to pass the 
shuttle across the warp without breaking 
threads. The loom and I continue into the 
evening. After weaving for several hours, 
my back is tired from the impression of 
this relation. My thighs and calves are sore 
from treadling. The loom touches back 
with its resistance—a harness snaps and 
has suddenly slipped off balance, a thread 
breaks and pulls out from the heddle, a warp 
weight falls off the back of the loom. I am 
forced to adjust my pace, to accommodate 
the needs of its sixty-four-year-old body. 
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EA 

hey luv! i'm happy to hear that you experienced it also as 
magical, it was insane how natural our bodies and vibes 
melted into each other. i would worship your femmecock- 
andmore any time! 

#femmehusstle, that is how we do it in this life time! i 
send you all my love and blessings and hold our 
encounter dear in all the deep dark dirty femme caves in 
my body! 

thanks for the teachings on humility, my journey has only 
started and once i will be able to pass on knowledge 


In your hand I feel 

a range of gentle mountains 
peaks warmed 

with the blood 

of the setting sun 

I surround all this 

envelop your orange 

crests arcing 

grip your fist inside me 

you are wearing my desire 
around your wrist 

like a beaded mala 

1 adorn you with 

Yes 

I bind yourself to me with 

Yes 

desire exalting itself in rounds 
your thumb and forefinger touching 
you come to me kneeling 


we make prayers 
we make prayers? 


9 Supplication 
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Four harness 
loom 

animate 
inanimacy 

in hand 

your back 

is an oak beam 
as animacy 
you have force 
having force 
your breast 
beam impresses 
its text 

upon me 

until we are 
co-scripted.'? 


10 Praxis Texere 
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The sexual texts I create on the loom come 
to mein the form of stanzas, dissident word 
relationships, saturated images, and quick 
cuts between visual associations while I am 
weaving. These textual fragments are weft 
threads laid one on top of another, until a 
pattern begins to emerge. As I continue to 
pass the shuttle back and forth across the 
warp, selvedge-to-selvedge, new stanzas 
or images push themselves forward, eager 
to be written, interrupting what came 
prior. My hands move across the warp 
to the page and I begin laying in lines 
of text, striping the cotton paper with 
metaphorical gestures, creating patterned 
narratives with images and speech sounds. 
I pass the text back and forth along the weft 
line, working from edge to edge, until the 
first draft of a poem is composed on the 
loom. Craft artists have “always intermixed 


process, material and meaning," 


11 Bryan-Wilson, “Queerly Made,” 27. 
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Indira Allegra 
living in the states is like knowing you are in a bad 
relationship, but you've been in it so long it is hard to 
imagine life without them/her/him but where do you go 
after? and you dont know where you are going or if it will 
be better elsewhere or if anyone really wants what you 
are offering 


oh lord that is so darkly true 


Indira Allegra 
you know? 


yes its definitely an abusive relationship for POC 


and nobody else really believes you until it starts to 
visibly show 


and the agencies that are supposed to help you (cough 
UN cough) dont seem to care 


Indira Allegra 
im so clear on that actually, i have been for a while (i 
used to do dv work) 


srsly 


ugh 
damn 


Indira Allegra 

yeah actually if you consider the state a body - then all of 
the patterns of abuse of power, control and manipulation 
are textbook 
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You drilled 

deep water 

until twilight broke 
but would not stay 
to skim 

the rising oil 
instead 

you had me 

gazing 

at the cold moon 


spinning in your mouth 


rough promises 

that cratered me 
later 

your fists 

gripping hair 

Pd left unbraided 
for you 

black willow 
grazing the banks of 
my shoulders 

rung thick 

with cicadas 
beyond our window 
calling 

calling 

me 

off the ledge 

of a child 

neither one of us 


had planned.” 


12 Gulf 
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Creative practices that seek slippages 
between the boundaries of animate and 
inanimate bodies act in concert with 
scholarship that deviates from binaries. 
Much is lost when bodies are organized 
into exceptional and non-exceptional 
categories. The performance of intimacy 
with inanimate bodies recognizes the 
diverse affective world of water, animals, 
plants, and minerals, and the labors they 
undertake to support art practices. Should 
animacy be equally distributed among all 
bodies, the distinct and active affective 
lives of inanimates might become legible. 


13 The pink / carbon copy / will not / show / 
bloodshot boys / grinning / chainlink fences / 
when they call / you dyke / the first time / this 
folded / copy / does not / tell / where punches / 
go / once they / enter / the body / will not / tell / 
if they / leave. 
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Ahmed suggests that bodily orientation 
and sexuality may be tied to one another, 
creating opportunities for the worker 
to become “intimate with where [they 
are], thereby reimagining “the place 
of the object in sexual desire.” Using a 
queer phenomenology, new possibilities 
emerge for ways in which the labor of 
weaving with a floor loom might affect a 
weaver who is not primarily concerned 
with the production of cloth for everyday 
use. Queer phenomenology might also 


“offer an approach to sexual orientation 


by rethinking how the bodily direction 
‘toward’ objects, shapes the surfaces of 
bodily and social space.” If an orientation 
to manual labor can be an orientation to 


“the intimacy of bodies” in their places of 


work, then the relationship between the 
loom and weaver becomes a site wherein 
sexuality can express itself. The discovery 
of a sexual orientation to the loom is an 
orientation to affection with manufactured 
objects—an attraction between weaver and 
loom that would be thought taboo within a 
normative context. 


14 Ahmed, Queer Phenomenology, 11. 


15 Ahmed, 23. 
16 Ahmed, 68. 
17 Ahmed, 8. 
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Monday, May 2, 2016 


= Hi #223: |'m poly too and while 
~ I don't currently have a primary, 
| really appreciate being in poly 
situations with people who have 
experience and have p 


rimaries. | appreciate all your 
transparency and sweetness. 19:41 


@ Enter message © EN 
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Salamon queers ideas of sex by proposing 
the animation of desire need not involve 
the stimulation of genitalia, but could 
involve the stimulation of “some other 
body part, or a region of the body that is 
not individuated into a part, or a bodily 
auxiliary that is not organically attached 
to the body.”'® When I am aroused while 
weaving, it is because the pleasure of 
touching the loom and being touched by 
the loom has been distributed throughout 
my body. My body becomes the desire to 
weave, and the subsequent gratification 
I experience need not be confined to the 
presence of genitalia. Salamon references 
phenomenologist Maurice Merleau-Ponty’s 
idea of transposition, arguing that “the most 
important aspect of sexuality is not any 
particular part—not even the behavior of 
that part—but the ‘general function’ which 


causes that part to be animated.” 


18 Salamon, Assuming a Body, 51. 
19 Salamon, 51. 
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Weaving is defined as the “interlacing 
of two sets of threads [twisted fibers] at 
right angles” to produce structure, image, 
or pattern.2° What happens when the 
loom is placed in front of a writer? Might 
the horizontal surface of the table be a 
surrogate for the horizontal tension of warp 
stretched across the loom? Etymologically, 
most language employed to describe 
writing is borrowed from the architecture 
of weaving practices. Even the word “queer” 
has Indo-European origins in the word 
twerk, meaning “twist,” the action applied 
to fiber in preparation for weaving.*! One 
could make a metaphorical leap here, that 
positions queerness at the beginning of any 
creation narrative. 


20 Kruger, Weaving the Word, 14. 

21 Fabio Cleto, “Introduction: Queering the Camp,” 
in Camp: Queer Aesthetics and the Performing 
Subject: A Reader, as referenced by Ahmed, 
Queer Phenomenology, 67. 
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My braider 

wants to know 

what I am reading 

so carefully 

on each page 

she can plait 

a quarter hemisphere 
of my skull 
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I say I am reading Marx 
she frowns 

says his name 

sounds familiar 

presses her smooth 
palm down the rows 

of her craft 

where virgin tracks 

will be sewn in 
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Clients pay 

good money for this 
kind of fantasy 

but I want 

the knowledge she has 
accumulated through repetition 
the unlimited potential 
of her wrist 
cooperating 

with her thumb 

and forefinger 

the roll and twist 

of her labor 


I will wear. 
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